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We're Not Worthy! 


Author's Notes: 

lve been sort of fixated on Cinderella lately, not just their music, but also fascinated by why they never hit it 
ultra big back in the day like some of their contemporaries did who, in my opinion, didn't have as good songs. 
And, if | may also say, it gives me great pleasure to hereby post the first adult-content, het Cinderella story 
on Rockfic. :) 


Before Tom even opened the door, he knew something had been mishandled inside the band's dressing room. He 
just had a feeling. And then, when he finally saw inside-the evidence. That crumpled yellow shopping bag looked 
all wrong. And then there was the proof. Yes, someone had bought hors d'oeuvres, but there was no 

guacamole. A small, rickety folding table had been propped up and laden with some meager refreshments, but 


the guacamole was unaccounted for. 
"Hey. Hey, guys, where's the guacamole?" Tom called out to whomever might be listening. 


How hard was it to fulfill a few simple requests? Tom marveled. Gluten-free crackers, cold Fuji bottled water, 


and guacamole-that was all he wanted. But instead he'd been supplied with Ritz crackers, a plastic container of 


hummus, and a dozen eight-ounce Poland Spring water bottles. 


If he absolutely must suffer the inconvenience of hosting fans for a pre-show meet-and-greet-and his tour 
manager insisted that yes, he must-he would have to offer his body some nourishment, and to Tom, the lack 


of guacamole seemed like a direct insult. 


'| feel weak," he asserted, snapping open a bottle of room-temperature water with a flourish of his fluttery 


shirt sleeves. "If | eat those crackers I'll blow up like a balloon" 


The first time Tom had ever tasted guacamole was in a hotel corridor in Los Angeles in 198b. Two giggling 
groupies had blindfolded him with his own scarf, and with their delicate fingers scooped up the delicious green 
goop from a discarded room service plate and squished it into his mouth. He'd been drunk and horny enough to 


let those beautiful babes feed him garbage, and he loved every minute of it. 


Tom's debauched days of partying were in the history books, along with the teased-up hair and fingerless 
gloves he used to rock. But he was only human, He allowed himself the pleasure of indulging in nostalgia from 


time to time. 


Tonight's venue had a capacity of around twelve hundred, a fraction of the business Cinderella used to do back 
in the day. Those days were over too, he had to accept it. But the music was never over. A song, an album, or 


a concert would come to an end, but never the music. Tom still lived for the thrill. 
His tour manager Kyle popped his head in from the hallway. "Five takers on the meet and greet tonight, Tom." 
“Alright, let me have a minute." 


Pushing aside the spurned box of Ritz crackers, Tom peeled open the hummus container and reluctantly dug 
into it with a plastic spoon, taking several mouthfuls. "Garlicky crap," he mumbled to himself, giving his 


carefully mussed up hair a quick adjustment in the mirror. 


He washed the hummus down with some water and was grateful for the pack of spearmint gum he'd brought 


in from the tour bus. 


Meet-and-greets were and would always be unfailingly awkward encounters. Perfect strangers converging on 
him with zealous, slightly crazed expressions of recognition on their faces—yet Tom had never set eyes on 
them before. And then they'd blubber on and flatter him. The sincerity was almost too much to take. Rarely 
did they have anything clever or memorable to say. Tom felt a bit guilty for dwelling on this, because he was 
grateful for his fans' support. But really, it was just so unnatural and embarrassing. The situation was slightly 
more interesting when the fan was a young woman, of course, especially an attractive, vivacious one. 
Unfortunately, those types of scenarios were becoming less and less common with each tour. The clock was 


ticking as fast for his fans as it was for him. 


Tom arranged himself on a worn leather armchair and fluffed up his hair one last time before the knock on 


the door signaled the incoming VIPs. 


It was pointless to have sat down because as soon as the first two meet-and-greeters stepped tentatively 


through the door, Tom rose graciously and took a step toward the couple with an outstretched hand. 
"Hi there," he said, striving to match the excitement he saw in their eyes. "Good to see you." 


The man looked like a real son-of-a-bitch Long Island type, in a worn Guns N Roses shirt with the sleeves 
rolled, his long hair streaked with grey. Several old-school arm tattoos advertised a commitment to skulls, 
roses, and rock n roll. "Tremendous to meet you," the man said, shaking Tom's hand and bowing slightly. "Big 


fan, big fan." 
"Me too," the woman chimed in. "Me too." 


Tom had to do a double take. She was clearly younger than her fella, but her style looked straight out of 1988, 
without irony. Her hair was big and blond, her bubble-gum pink lipstick shiny. Tom could not resist the urge to 
lower his gaze in admiration of the black lace-up top stretched tight across her plump, round tits. He was 
quite sure she wanted him to look, in fact, no doubt she'd picked out that special top to wear tonight, and 
probably the push-up bra beneath it, solely for the benefit of Tom Keifer formerly of Cinderella, and she 
would've been brokenhearted had he not looked. The very idea brought a soft tingle to his balls. 


He felt silly introducing himself but was in need of an icebreaker. "l'm Tom." 
"We know," the woman said, giggling nervously. "I'm Kelly, this is Gus." 


"Well, nice to meet you," Tom said cordially, ignoring the fact that fan introductions at meet-and-greets were 


pointless gestures. Its not like he would remember their names. 


| always thought you guys were a cut above the other glam metal bands back then, in your songwriting,” Gus 


commented. 
"Thanks, man, | appreciate it," Tom said with sincerity. 


"Tommmm," Kelly practically sobbed, "you're such a fox, such a rock star. Your singing, your guitar playing, 


your piano playing, everything. You're way more talented than Vince Neil or Brett Michaels ever was." 


These passionate compliments made Tom's wide mouth break into a smile. "Well, thanks. Thanks a lot. Nice of 


you to say." He caught a vague glimpse of Gus rolling his eyes. 


"Tom, can | hug you while we take a picture?" Kelly asked. "Or, actually, could we do a pose like at the end of 
the Nobody's Fool video, when you're looking down at the girl? | love that video so much, | just want to cry 


when | see the part at the end when you smile at her." 


"Of course. Go for it" 

Gus stood by, dutifully getting Kelly's iPhone ready. 

Having photos taken with fans was a convenient and socially acceptable way to cop a feel of willing females, and 
Tom never missed an opportunity. He felt his buxom fan press the front of her body against his from tip to 
toe. The heaviness of her tits squashed deliciously into his solar plexus as they posed. Her hands caressed his 
back and she tightened the embrace with purpose, wedging her knee between his legs. 

"Now let's do ‘the look," she insisted with a cute smirk 

Tom stepped back and snapped his fingers in a cool lets-do-this gesture. "Yeah, sure." 

Tom did his best to recreate the scene from his music video without being able to clearly recall the details. 
What expression had he made? Back then he'd had a baby face and been six-foot-one plus five inches of hair. 
He could tell that Kelly was gazing hungrily at his mouth. He flashed her a seductive smile and she blinked 
flirtatiously back at him. 

"Did you get that, Gus?" she asked, her eyes still fixed on Tom. 

"Yup." 


"How was that?" Tom asked. 


"Oh, it was perfect!" Kelly seized his wrists and her fingers slid inside the cuffs of his shirt to touch his bare 
skin "Just perfect." 


"That was terrific." Had it been thirty years ago, Tom would've granted her an official gold-plated invitation to 
check out the inside of the tour bus after the show. 


"Tom, you're just as sexy now in person as you were in the Nobody's Fool video." 


"You're too kind Are you sure you don't need glasses?" Tom joked. It wasn't in his nature to be self- 


deprecating, but the awkwardness of a meet-and-greet could throw anyone into making a schmaltzy comment. 
"Oh, Tom." Kelly dissolved into giggles. "I love your eyeliner," she added. 
"Thank you." 


He posed for a few more photos, they wished him a successful gig, and he told them to enjoy themselves. 
Then he spent a little time with the rest of the VIPs before doing his vocal warmups. 


Tom and his group of five hired musicians hit the stage to encouraging applause and boisterous shouts, all of 


which were directed entirely to Tom. They went right into a classic number off of Cinderella's Heartbreak 


Station. 
Tom let his lips brush sensuously against the microphone. 
The more things change.. the more they stay the same.. 


During the gig, he was energized by the audience's enthusiasm, and it strengthened his voice, which in turn 
excited the crowd even more. The front row consisted of more gals than guys, which was exactly how Tom 
liked it. Some weren't exactly spring chickens but he got off on the fact that he was still turning them on, and 
maybe even making their panties wet. He had the music, the moves, the raspy voice, and he was driving it all 


from the pit of his crotch, just like the old days. 


The Coast Is Clear 


Kelly and Gus hadn't been willing to miss even one note of the encore, and as a result they missed the IIIT pm. 
train back to Queens. There wouldn't be another for exactly one hour, so instead of waiting on the platform 
they started their own two-person afterparty at the nearest hole-in-the-wall bar. 


Much attention was given to Kelly's phone, where the photos of her and Tom were stored. Flipping through the 
dozen or so variations, she didn't take long to identify the best shot. Surreptitiously, she zoomed in on the 
shadowy area just below the hem of Tom's shirt. She could see the rounded crescent at the lower edge of his 
bulge, enticingly cradled in tight black pants. 


"That one, oh my god." Kelly fanned herself frantically with both hands. 


"Should we make some room on the bedroom wall for a poster-sized framed version?" Gus asked, his voice 


tinged with sarcasm. 
"Ha, ha." Not the bedroom wall, she thought, but maybe an eight-by-ten printout for the fridge door. 


Swirling her icy vodka tonic around inside the glass, Kelly was daydreaming of Tom when she heard a flurry of 
male laughter. Automatically, she turned to look, but her head snapped back again the moment she spotted 
four long-haired middle-aged guys sliding into a booth at the far end of the pub. 


‘Its... it's them," she squeaked, her foolish heart twitching inside her chest. 

"Who?" 

"Who do you think? Jom" 

Gus started to rotate on his barstool but was stopped short. 

"Don't look!" Kelly implored, her jaw tighter than a ventriloquist's. "I'll tell you when it's safe to look" 

They sat frozen for a minute while Kelly hid behind Gus to furtively survey the table of rockers. The other 
three men were attractive enough, in jeans and t-shirts, their bare arms muscular. But out of their stage 
wear, without their instruments, they barely even looked like musicians. 

Tom, on the other hand, was exceptional. There he was, facing in her direction, his plush lips curled into a 
celebratory grin. Aerosmith's Movin Out surged in the background, the volume increasing in a sudden 
crescendo. With deliberate casualness, Kelly rearranged her barstool to get a better look without having to 


turn her neck so strenuously. Tom had obviously showered, restyled his hair, and changed into a new outfit. 


He'd even refreshed his eyeliner. He looked ready to party. 


"Should we go over and say hello to him?" Gus asked. 


"No way," Kelly insisted, although it pained her to do so. "We already met him earlier. He doesn't want to run 
into a couple of fans again. He's trying to relax with his buddies." 


Tom's rockstar aura subtly transformed the entire atmosphere. What had been a dingy pub in Huntington, New 


York was now a place where exciting things could happen. 


When a waitress brought drinks to his table, she lingered, pushing out her breasts and flipping her hair from 
side to side while the four men made her laugh. 


"Get away, fool," said Kelly, muttering under her breath. 


Tom took a sip from his wine glass and poked the tip of his tongue into the corner of his parted lips. His eyes 


slipped shut for the briefest moment, creating such an erotic expression it was breathtaking. 


Kelly wondered if there was any truth to the old wives’ tale about being able to sense when someone's eyes 
were on you. Maybe if she stared hard enough, Tom would feel the phantom temptation to turn and look at 
her. It was rude to stare, but she couldn't help it. 


Then, with the same offhand beauty he exhibited in his music videos, he flashed his eyes in Kelly's direction 
The actual moment of eye contact was like a jolt to her body. Through sheer will, she held his gaze for a few 
heart-pounding seconds. Tom gave her a strange, small nod and then rose from the table, taking long strides 
past where Kelly and Gus were sitting and toward the rear of the bar. She caught his eye again as he went by 
and felt a wave of heat flush her face. 


"IIl be right back" Kelly didn't miss a beat. She set her glass carefully on the bar and scooted off her stool. 


"Gonna use the ladies’ room." 


Take H On the Chin 


There weren't any good places to hide, just a dim, narrow hallway leading to a lone restroom. In case there was 


any doubt, a sign on the door displayed a simplified outline of a man, a woman, and a wheelchair. 

Tom was leaning against the wall just outside the door, his long legs crossed at the ankles, as if he'd been 

waiting there a long time. He looked quite elegant, dressed head to toe in black, his silver jewelry reflecting 

what little light there was. Kelly approached him deliberately, as if he were a wild animal she didn't want to 
scare away. 


‘It's occupied," he reported 


Oh," Kelly replied hopelessly. Did he even remember her from the meet-and-greet? When he had nodded at 


her across the bar, she felt sure he did, but now he didn't seem to. 

She heard a muffled toilet flush through the door, followed by a click. Just her luck, Kelly thought bitterly. 
Standing in a bathroom line next to Tom Keifer and only getting to say one word to him. And oh was barely 
even a word. 

A vaguely embarrassed-looking young woman emerged from the restroom and sidestepped past them. 

"Ladies first." Tom held open the door and gestured to Kelly with an upward palm. 

"No, that's okay. You were here first” 

"Please." 

"| insist." She persisted, attempting to manufacture a conversation 

Tom chuckled. "No, | insist." And then, with a sudden whirl, he sprang on Kelly, grabbing and shoving her into 
the bathroom as if he were trying to save her from some approaching danger. She stumbled in the bright 
light, almost losing her balance, and when she spun back around toward the door saw Tom bolting the lock. He 
moved on her like a hunter, silent, quick, fierce. In the moment before he was on her she saw his mysterious 
grey-blue eyes and his constricted pupils. 


"You want it?" he growled softly into Kelly's ear. 


"Uh-huh," she answered, inhaling his scent for the second time that night. He smelled like a dream become real, 


and like old-fashioned shampoo, the kind in the green bottle that promised fluffy hair. 


"Mmm, damn. | knew you'd be a sure thing.” 


"How'd you know?" 


"At the meet-and-greet. Flirting with me," Tom said, his voice tight with urgency. "Right in front of your 
husband." 


Kelly giggled nervously. "Well." 


"Uhhh," Tom grunted, pushing himself against her until she staggered backwards into the wall. "You wanna suck 


my cock?" 

"Yeah. But my husband is right outside" 

"Kt won't take long” 

Kelly could feel his erection grinding against her through their clothing, It felt like an iron bar. 


"lll text him that there's a long line for the bathroom," she suggested and took her phone from her back 
pocket. "It'll buy us a little more time-" 


That's all they had, a little more time. Kelly tapped out a message to Gus and gasped in surprise when she felt 
Tom's hand thrust in between her legs, pushing the front of her mini skirt all the way up. The heat of his 
large hand radiated through her thin panties, his middle finger easily finding the cleft of her pussy and trying 
to sink into it through the material. He was using so much pressure it seemed like he might lift her right up 
into the air. She would've loved to get fucked by those talented fingers, but with each passing second their 


absence from the bar would seem more and more conspicuous. 

"Fuck, you've got me all worked up," Tom said, his voice thick with lust. 

Ignoring the dirty wads of used paper towel scattered across the bathroom floor, Kelly kneeled down and 
immediately reached for Tom's zipper. Bracing herself with one hand on his thigh, she felt the tension already 
in his muscles. He spread his legs slightly. 


"Oh fuck," he groaned. 


Kelly's eyes worshipped Tom's thick, straight cock from base to tip and wondered if he had been sincere in 
telling her it wouldn't take long. For a man in his fifties, was it possible..? 


"Lick it up," he ordered, just as his salty precum touched her tongue. 


"Mmm," she moaned around his deliciously hot cock. It felt like silk on her lips. She let her own saliva mix with 


the juices leaking from the tip of his cock. 


"You like that, huh?" 


She slid his dick deep into her mouth and sucked it hard. "Mm-hmm." 

"You like sucking that big dick?" 

Kelly tried to nod. She thought he might call her a dirty slut next, and she'd deserve it. 

"Ohhhh, yeah, suck it. Fuck. Let me feel that hot mouth. Uhhhh." 

Tom's voice sounded so sexy, deeper than the higher raspy tone in which he sang. Kelly listened with 
satisfaction as his breathing deepened, and to his moans of pleasure. His clenched hand was restless on the 
back of her head, pulling her hair in time to the rhythm of her movements up and down on his cock 


"Oh fuck, that's good.. ahh, you're gonna make me come." 


Kelly could see his feet rolling slightly outward and then going flat again. Then he rose up on his toes, making 
his cock jab the back of her throat. 


"l'm gonna come, oh, oh, fuck, uhhhh, uhhhmmm." Tom's words became a strangled groan. 

His cock throbbed in her mouth and swelled to an impossibly big size before his body jerked. With a hot gush, 
Tom's cum splashed around her tongue, several rapid spurts filling her mouth like a fresh, delicious creamy 
pie. Suddenly she couldn't hold it all and some spilled down her chin. But she kept lapping at the underside of his 
cock, gently sucking and licking to make sure she pulled all the cum out of his balls. 

"Oh, my god," Tom said shakily, staggering backwards. 

Kelly dabbed her mouth with her sleeve and stood up. Tom was zipping his fly and straightening his shirt in 
the mirror behind her. Speechless, she gazed at his full, curvy lips and yearned to kiss them, to feel their 
softness and let him taste what her mouth had just done to him. And during the kiss, if she could just rub 
against him a little- 

"That was terrific," he said. "Thanks." 

"You're welcome." Kelly said reflexively, feeling actually more like thanking hm than saying you're welcome. 
"Well, you go out first. Your man is probably getting ready to send out a search party for you." 

"Right" Kelly wondered why she ever thought she'd get away with this. Without any accurate idea of how long 
they'd been locked in the bathroom together, she could now conceive of several dreadful scenarios that might 


play out once she got back to Gus. 


Tom unlocked the door without ceremony and held the door open for her once again As she walked out she 


thought frantically of what she might say or do to ensure some future meeting. It was too late to mime the 
universal "call me" sign because she hadn't given him her number. Forget it. She was grateful to have gotten 
what she did. There were a few people outside the door who'd been waiting for the bathroom throwing 


incredulous glances at her but she barely noticed them. 

Adjusting her skirt as she walked down the hallway toward the loudness of the main room, she decided to play 
it cool. She didn't look back. Instead, she hurried back to Gus and resumed her spot on the barstool next to 
him. Tapping the wake button on her phone she estimated that only six or seven minutes had passed since 
she'd left. 

"Jesus," Gus exclaimed. "What, did you take a dump or something? You were gone forever." 


"No! There was just a long line. | think someone ahead of me might've taken a dump, though." 


"Looks like Tom and his friends just left." Gus pointed to the now vacant booth and the front door of the pub, 


which was still swinging shut. 
Kelly felt a bit crazy, and a bit like crying. "Well, its almost time for the next train. Wanna head out?" 
"Yup." 


Kelly could still taste Tom's salty cum, a memento more precious than a guitar pick or an autograph. 


Reluctantly, she took a sip of watered down vodka tonic, swished it around her mouth, and swallowed it. 


